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spoke of me as "the young gentleman." A cer-
tain man (a soldier once) named Thomas, who
was the foreman, and another man Harry, who
was the carman, and wore a red jacket, used to
call me "Charles" sometimes in speaking to me;
but I think it was mostly when we were very
confidential, and when 1 had made some efforts
to entertain them over our work with the results
of some of the old readings, which wore fast
perishing out of my mind. Poll Green uprose
once, and rebelled against the "young gentleman"
usage; but Bob Fagin settled him speedily.

My rescue from this kind of existence I con-
sidered quite hopeless, and abandoned as such,
altogether; though I am solemnly convinced that
I never, for one hour, was reconciled to it, or
was otherwise than miserably unhappy. I felt
keenly, however, the being so cut off from my
parents, my brothers, and sisters; and, when my
day's work was done, going home to such n. mis-
erable blank. And that, I thought, might be cor-
rected. One Sunday night I remonstrated with
my father on this head, so pathetically and with
so many tears, that his kind nature gave way. Ifc
began to think that it was not quite right. I do
believe he had never thought so before, or thought
about it. It was the first remonstrance I had ever
made about my lot, and perhaps it opened up a
little more than I intended. A back-attic was
found for me at the house of an insolvent court